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or flight, accompanied by violence if need be. The idea of bluff was
rejected almost as soon as conceived. He knew only too well that
no white man can hope to outbluff the Brahmin: that even if he
succeeded temporarily and by some miracle, he would remain sus-
pect, hi's usefulness as a secret service man would be at an end.
It was at an end in any case: and above all things he wanted to
reach Bareilly, he must reach Bareilly. He had gained information,
priceless information, for he was certain now that the fountain-
head of the conspiracy was here in this quiet Hindu house. But he
must transmit it to Sir Henry. He could not transmit it if he was
dead. For once love and duty seemed to point in the same direeti/yi.
He must get to Bareilly.

He sprang up, towered over the Mahatma who* dropped his
whistle: whose grim dominance faded before the possibility of
physical violence. He was tempted to choke the life out of that
frail scraggy throat, but his misguided sense'of fair play forbade.

Kunaji Lai had little knowledge of and certainly no use for
such scruples. Ganghakhar Sastri opened his mouth to scream the
alarm, and the scream died to an inaudible sighing moan to the
quick, quiet thrust of a knife. Robin Westerne, had he known,
might well have been pleased.

Kunaji Lai caught the falling body and eased it softly to the
floor. " Strike, Sahib. Strike and make haste!"

But Delacey still hesitated.   "Nay, an unarmed man."
"Bewuqmj! Fool!!"  the nazlr shouted,  forgetting respect in
agitation.   " Such as he wield a thousand swords.   Aie, be quick."
Unhampered by any silly ideas about sportsmanship, he leapt
forward. The whistle was already at the Mabatmds lips.  It shrilled,
tocsin-like, with the Mahatma s last breath, forcibly expelled as the
knife tore through wrinkled skin and  flaccid muscle deep into
his heart.  A Hindu had ended, for a century, the dreams of Hindu
domination.

" Run, Sahib, run,"

They were out of the room, out of the house in the space of
seconds: but the hornet's nest was aroused and fierce .around them,
Shout answered shout, swelling to a high, vindictive chorus as some-
one discovered the two bodies.   From every side came the patter of
bare feet, the ring of steel, the flcker of torches.
"We'll have to run damned fast, Kunaji Lai."
" Nay, Sahib, the gods are with us; the gharry waits."
By God, yes, the gharry!    Gangakhar Sastri's gharry which he
would never use again, a two-horse victoria affair with hoo4 down
to catch whatever hint of coolness the sultry night might hold.
Standing patiently outside the compound, driver on the box and